Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



X+a.1 -?c4i~ ^0,/^^ 




HARVARD 
COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 







THE SONNETS 

OF 

MICHAEL ANGELO 




«,^.»'>*., 



^t^ 



THOU 'RT d$ad of 4f^g9 <mm/ art modi dMw ; 
Nor n$$d*si ibouf$ar to ebang$ or Uf$or will; 

lVhir$fcf$ nff soul willmgb dotb enoj^ thim. 
FortuHi tmd tim$ across tltjf tbrssbold still ' 

Shall dars not pass, the which mid us bslow 

'Bring doubtful jqyancs blent with certain ill 
Clouds are there none to dim for thee heaven* s glow; 

The measured hours compel not thee at all ; 

Chance or necessity thou canst not know. 
Tlfff splendour wanes not when our night doth fall. 

Nor waxes with dqp^s Ught however clear. 

Nor when our suns the uasoifs warmth recall, 
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PROEM. 

THE PHILOSOPHIC FLIGHT. 

Pol die spiegate. 
ow that thiss wmgs to sp$$d nsr wish ascmd^ 



Tb$ fnor$ lf$$l vast a$r htttsatb mff/ntt 
The mor$ toward boundUss air on pimons fl$it^ 
Spurtdng tb$ earth, soaring to bumMt I tsnd : 

Nor makes tbem stoop their flight the direfut end 
Of Daedal *s son ; hut upward still thef heat : — 
tVhat life the while with mff Ufe can compete^ 
Though dead to earth at last I shall descend? 

My own heart's voice in the void air I hear: 

Where wilt thou hear me, O rash man ? Recall 
Thff daring will / This boldness waits on fear I 

Dread not, I answer, that tremendous faU : 

Strike through the clouds, and smile when death is 

near. 
If death so glorious be our doom at all I 

GIORDANO BRUNO (?) 

(/. A, Sfmonds.) 



THE SONNETS 

OF 

MICHAEL ANGELO 




Mr. SjriBOiids originally printed his 
Tcnion ai Tkg Sctmtit ff Mkkmgl 
Angith in oonaexion with thoM of 
Tommaso Campnnella, (8vo, London, 
1878,) ud placed a Gfcek motto on the 
title-page: 

'Xp6v9iifw xdXiwca 

The introduction to this edition having 
become snperaeded to a large extent hj 
his later and more adequate handling of 
the subject, is not here included. The 
reader who desires to study the freshest 
presentation of the Sonnets, would there- 
fore do well to consult Symamd^ Lift 
^ Mi e helastgwh BmamarrvHt (a vols. 
8to, London, 1893.) 

Advantage has been had of the Liff 
to collect and include in Tht Old WtrU 
EdiHtn^ those textual revisions in the 
translation scattered tlirough its pages; 
changes that had Mr. Symonds Uved, he 
would no doubtf himsrlf, put forth in 
due 



/I. 

ON DANTE ALIGHIERL 
Dal del 



FROM beaTen his spirit came, and robed in day, 
Tbe realms of Justice and of mercy trod : 
Then rose a living man to gaze on God, 
Tbat he mig^t malte the tmtb as clear as day. 

For tbat pnre star, that brightened with his ray 
The nndeserving nest where I was bom. 
The whole wide world would be a prise to scorn ; 
None bnt his Maker can dne guerdon pay. 

I speak of Dante, whose high work remains 

Unknown, nnhononred by that thankless brood. 
Who only to just men deny their wage. 

Were I but he I Bom for like lingering pains. 
Against his exile coupled with his good 
I'd gladly change the world's best heritage I 
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ON DANTE AUGHIERL 

Qoante dine d de*. 
o tongue can tdl of him what should be toU* 



For on blind eyes his splendour shines too 
strong; 
Twere easier to blame those who wron^^t him 

wrong, 
Than sound his least praise with a month of gold. 

He to explore the place of pain was bold. 

Then soared to God, to teach our sonls by song; 
The gates heaven oped to bear his feet along, 
Against his Jnst desire his country rolled. 

Thankless I call her, and to her own pain 

The nurse of fell mischance; for sign take this. 
That ever to the best she deals more scorn : 

Among a thousand proofs let one remain ; 

Though ne'er was fortune more unjust than his. 
His equal or his better ne'er was bom. 
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m. 

TO POPE JULIUS II. 

Slgnor, M Ycro L 
T Lord I if ever ancient saw spake sooth, 



Hear this whkli saitli : Who can, doth never irilL 
Lot thou bast lent thine ear to fables stiU, 
Rewarding those who hate the name of tmth. 

I am thy dmdge and have been from my youth ^ 
Thine, like the rays which the son's drde fill ; 
Yet of my dear time's waste thon think'st no ill : 
The more I toil, the less I move thy mth. 

Once 'twas my hope. to raise me by thy height; 
Bnt 'tis the balance and the powerful sword 
Of Justice, not false Echo, that we need. 

Heaven, as it seems, plants virtue in df s|nte 
Here on the earth, if this be our reward—* 
To seek for fruit on trees too dry to breed. 



IV. 

ON ROME IN THE PONTIFICATE 
OF JULIUS 11. 

Qua ti fft eliiiL 

HBRB helms and swords are made of chaHoes: 
The blood of Christ is sold so much the quart : 
His cross and thorns are q>ear8 and shields ; and 

short 
Must be the time ere even His patience cease. 

Nay let Him come no more to raise the fees 
Of this foul sacrilege beyond report 1 
For Rome still flays and sells Him at the court, 
Where paths are closed to virtue's fair increase. 

Now were fit time for me to scrape a treasure! 
Seeing that work and gain are gone ; while he 
Who wears the robe, is my Medusa still. 

God welcomes poverty perchance with pleasure : 
But of that better life what hope have we, 
When the blessed banner leads to nought but ill ? 



V. 

ON THE PAINTING OF THE 
SISTINE CHAPEL. 



TO GIOVANNI DA PISTOJA. 

P ho gU fatto un goxia 
'VK grown a goitre by dwelling in this den — 
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As cats from stagnant streams in Lombardy, 

Or in what other land they hap to be — 

Which drives the belly dose beneath the chin : 
My beard turns np to heaven ; my nape falls in, 

fixed on my spine : my breast-bone visibly 

Grows like a harp : a rich embroidery 

Bedews my face from brush-drops thick and thin. 
My loins into my pannch like levers grind : 

My buttock like a crupper bears my weight ; 

My feet ungmded wander to and fro; 
In front my skin grows loose and long ; behind 

By bending it becomes more taut and straight ; 

Crosswise I strain me like a Syrian bow : 
Whence false and quaint, I know, 

Must be the fruit of squinting brain and eye ; 

For ill can aim the gun that bends awry. 
Come then, Giovanni, try 

To succour my dead pictures and my fame ; 

Since foul I fare and painting is my shame. 



VI. 

INVECTIVE AGAINST THE 
PEOPLE OF PISTOJA. 

Prtu^vottranerek 

I Mrs gotten It, thanks to yonr oonrtety; 
And I have read it twenty times or so : 
Thns mnch may yonr sharp snarling profit yon. 
As food onr flesh filled to satiety. 

After I left yon, I conld plainly see 

How Cain was of yonr ancestors : I know 
Yon do not shame his lineage, for lo, 
Yonr brother's good still seems yonr injnry. 

Envioos yon axe, and prond, and foes to heaven ; 
Love of yonr neighbour still yon loathe and hate^ 
And only seek what mnst yonr nin be. 

If to Pistoja Dante's cnrse was given, 

Bear that in mindt Enongh I But if yon pimta 
Piaiies of Florence, 'tis to wheedle me. 

A priceless Jewel she : 
Doubtless ; bnt this yon cannot understand : 
For pigmy virtne grasps not aug^t so grand. 



VII. 
TO LUIGI DEL RICCIO. 

Nddoked'nna. 

IT happens that the sweet unfathomed sea 
Of seeming courtesy sometinies doth hide 
Offence to life and honour. This descried, 
I hold less dear the health restored to me. 

He who lends wings of hope, while secretly 

He spreads a traitorons snare by the wayside, 
Hath dulled the flame of love, and mortified 
Friendship where friendship bnms most fervently. 

Keep then, my dear Lnigi, dear and pure, 
That ancient love to which my life I owe. 
That neither wind nor storm its calm may mar. 

For wrath and pain our gratitude obscure ; 
And if the tjuest truth of love I know. 
One pang outweighs a thousand pleasures far. 



VIII. 

AFTER THE DEATH OF 
CECCHINO BRACCI. 

TO LUI6I DBL RICCIO. 

A pena prinuu 

SCARCE had I seen for the first time his eyes, 
Which to your living eyes were life and light, 
When, closed at last in death's injurious night, 
He opened them on God in Paradise. 

I know it and I weep — too late made wise : 

Yet was the fault not mine ; for death's fell spite 
Robbed my de^re of that supreme delight 
Which in your better memoiy never dies. 

Therefore, Luigi, if the task be mine 

To make unique Cecchino smile in stone 
For ever, now that earth hath made him dim. 

If th« beloved within the lover shine. 

Since art without him cannot work alone, 
You must I carve to tell the world of him. 
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IX. 
THANKS FOR A GIFT. 

Al iwpf hfgrftj tWa iwuli . 

THK sugar, candles, and the saddled mule, 
Together idth yonr cask of malvoiiie. 
So far exceed all my necessity 
That Michael and not I my debt must mle. 

In such a f^iaasy calm the breeses fool 
My sinking sails, so that amid the sea 
My bark hath missed her way, and seems to be 
A wisp of straw whirled on a weltering pool. 

To yield thee gift for gift and grace for grace, 
For food and -drink and carriage to and fro, 
For all my need in every time and place, 

O my dear Lord, matched with the much I owe, 
All that I am were no real recompense : 
Paying a debt is not munificence. 
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X. 

ON HIS MISTRESS FAUSTINA MANCINA. 

TO GANDOLFO FORRINO. 

La nraova alta belt^ 

THAT new transcendent fair who seems to be 
Peerless in heaven as in this world of woe, 
(The common folk, too blind her worth to know 
And worship, called her Left Arm wantonly). 

Was made, full well I know, for only thee : 

Nor could I carve or paint the glorious show 
Of that fair face : to life thou needs must go, 
To gain the favour thou dost crave of me. 

If like the sun each star of heaven outshining. 

She conquers and outsoars our soaring thougjht, 
This bids thee rate her worth at its real price. 

Therefore to satisfy thy ceaseless pining, 

Once more in heaven hath God her beauty 

wrought : ^ 

God and not I can people Paradise. 
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XL 

ON THE LIVES OF THE PAINTERS. 

TO GIORGIO VASARI. 

Seconlotdle. 

WITH pendl and with palette hitherto 
You made your art high Nature's paragon ; 
Nay more, from nature her own prize jroxi won. 
Making what she made fair more fair to yiew. 

Now that your learned hand with labour new 
Of pen and ink a worthier work hath done. 
What erst you lacked, what still remained her own. 
The power of giving life, is gained for you. 

If men in any age with Nature vied 

In beauteous workmanship, they had to yield 
When to the fated end years brought their name. 

You, re-illumining memories that died. 

In spite of Time and Nature have revealed 
For them and for yourself eternal fame. 
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XIL 
A IftATCHLESS COURTESY. 

TO TITTORIA COLONNA. 

Felioetpixto. 
LSST Spirit, who with loving tenderness 



Qnickenest my heart, so old and near to die, 
Who "mid thy joys on me dost bend an eye 
Though many nobler men around thee press I 

As thoa wert erewhile wont my sight to bless, 
So to console my mind thou now dost fly ; 
Hope therefore stills the pangs of memory, 
Which, coapled with desire, my sonl distress. 

So finding in thee grace to plead for me—- 

Thy thoughts for me sunk in so sad a case — 
He who now writes returns thee thanks for these. 

Lo I it were foul and roonstrons usury 

To send thee ugliest paintings in the place 
Of thy fair spirit's living phantasies. 
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XIII. 
BRAZEN GIFTS FOR GOLDEN. 

TO VITTORIA COLONNA. 

Per esser manoo almen. 

SEEKING at least to be not all unfit 
For thy snbUme and boundless courtesy, 
My lowly thoughts at first were fain to try 
What they could yield for grace so infinite. 

But now I know my unassisted wit 

Is all too weak to make me soar so high ; 
For pardon, lady, for this fault I cry, 
And wiser still I grow remembering it. 

Yea, well I see what folly 'twere to think 

That largess dropped from thee like dews from 

heaven 
Could e'er be paid by work so frail as mine I 

To nothingness my art and talent sink ; 

He fails who from his mortal stores hath given 
A thousandfold to matd^one gift divine. 
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XIV. 

P»ST BXAOXNG. 

THE MODEL AND THE STATUE. 

TO VITTORIA COLONNA. 

Da cbe coocatto. 
HXN divine Art conceiTes a form and face, 



She bids the craftsman for his first essay 
To shape a simple model in mere clay : 
This is the earliest birth of Art's embrace. 

From the Uve maible in the second place 
His mallet brings into the light of day 
A thing so beaatifnl that who can say 
When time shall conqner that immortal grace? 

Thus my own model I was bom to be— - 
The model of that nobler self, whereto 
Schooled by yonr fnty, lady, I shall grow. 

Each overplus and each deficiency 

Yon will make good. What penance then is dne 
For my fierce heat, chastened and tanght by yon ? 
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XIV. 

SIOOMO XSADINO. 

THE MODEL AND THE STATUE. 

TO VITTORIA COLOMNA. 

Se ben concetto. 

WHEN that which is divine in ns doth try 
To shape a face, both brain and hand unite 
To give, from a mere model frail and slight, 
life to the stone by Art's free energy. 

Thns too before the painter dares to ply 

Paint-bmsh or canvas, he is wont to write 
Sketches on scraps of paper, and invite 
Wise minds to judge his figured history. 

So, bom a model mde and mean to be 
Of my poor self, I gain a nobler birth, 
Lady, from yon, yon fountain of all worth 1 

Each overplus and each deficiency 

You will make good. What penance then is due 
For my fierce heat, chastened and taught by you ? 
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XV. 
THE LOVER AND THE SCULPTOR. j 

Non ha V ottimo trtista. 

THB best of artists hath no thou^t to show 
Which the ft>iigh stone in its superfluous shell 
Doth not include : to break the marble spell I 

Is all the hand that serves the brain can do. i 

The ill I shun, the good I seek, even so ^ 

In thee, fair lady, proud, ineffable, 
Lies hidden : but the art I wield so well 
Works adverse to my wish, and lays me low. 

Therefore not love, nor thy transcendent face, 
Nor cruelty, nor misfortune, nor disdain, 
Cause my mischance, nor fate, nor destiny ; 

Since in thy heart thou carriest death and grace 
Enclosed together, and- my worthless brain 
Can draw forth only death to feed on me. 



i8 



XVI. 
LOVE AND ART. 



SIcMM ntUa ptiuML 

AS pen and ink alike aenre him who sings 
In high or low or intennediate style ; 
As the same stone hath shapes both rich and vile 
To match the fancies that each master brings ; 
SOy my loved lord, within thy bosom springs 

Pride mixed with meekness and kind thoughts 

tliat smile: 
Whence I draw nought, my sad self to beguile, 
Bat what my face shows-— dark imaginings. 
He who for seed sows sorrow, tears, and sighs, 

(The dews that fall from heaven, though pare and 

dear. 
From different germs take divers qnalides) 
Most needs reap grief and gamer weeping eyes ; 
And he who looks on beauty with sad cheer. 
Gains doubtful hope and certain miseries. 
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XVIL 

THE ARTIST AND HIS WORK. 

Omf tmtr, donna, pii6. 

ow can that be, lady, which aU men learn 



By long experience ? Shapes that seem alive, 
Wronght in hard monntain marble, will survive 
Their maker, whom the years to dust return ! 

Thus to effect cause yields. Art hath her turn, 
And triumphs over Nature. I, who strive 
With Sculpture, know this well; her wonders Hve 
In spite of time and death, those tyrants stem. 

So I can give long life to both of us 
In either way, by colour or by stone. 
Making the semblance of thy face and mine. 

Centuries hence when both are buried, thus 
Thy beauty and my sadness shall be shown, 
And men shall say, ' For her 'twas wise to pine.' 
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xvni. 

BEAUTY AND THE ARTIST. 

AloordlMlfo. 

AHSAiT of flaming tnlphur, flesh of tow» 
Bones of dry wood, a sonl without a guide 
To curb the fiery will, the mffling pride 
Of fierce desires that from the passions flow; 

A rig^tless mind that weak and lame doth go 

Mid snares and pitfalls scattered far and wide ; — 
What wonder if the first chance brand applied 
To fuel massed lilce this should make it glow ? 

Add beanteons art, which, brought with as from heaven, 
Will conquer natore ; — so divine a power 
Belongs to him who strives with every nerve. 

If I was made for art, from childhood given 
A prey for bnming beanty to devour, 
I blame the mistress I was bom to serve. 
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XIX. 
THE AMULET OF LOVE. 

lo mi ton caio aaiai pi^ 
AR more than I was wont myself I prise : 



With yon within my heart I rise in rate, 
Jnst as a gem engraved with delicate 
Devices o'er the nncnt stone doth rise ; 

Or as a painted sheet exceeds in price 

Each leaf left pare and in its virgin state : 
Snch then am I ^ce I was consecrate 
To be the mark for arrows from yonr eyes. 

Stamped with yonr seal I*m safe where'er I go, 
Like one who carries charms or coat of mail 
Against all dangers that his life assaiL 

Nor fire nor water now may work me woe; 
Sight to the blind I can restore by yon, 
Heal every wound, and every loss renew. 
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XX. 

THE GARLAND AKD THE GIRDLE. 

Qoaato ri gode, Ueta. 
HAT joy hath yon glad wreath of flowera that is 



Around her golden hair so deftly twined, 
Each blossom pressing forward from behind, 
As though to be the first her brows to kiss I 

The livelong day her dress hath perfect bliss. 

That now reveals her breast, now seems to Und : 
And that fair woven net of gold refined 
Rests on her cheek and throat in happiness I 

Yet still more bUssful seems to me the band, 
Gilt at the tips so sweetly doth it ring. 
And clasp the bosom that it serves to lace : 

Yea, and the belt, to such as understand. 

Bound round her waist, saith : Here I'd ever cling I 
What would my arms do in that girdle's place ? 



«3 



XXI. 
THE SILKWORM. 

D'altraipfetoM. 

KIND to the world, Imt to itself ankind, 
A wonn is born, that, dying noiselessly, 
Despoils itself to clothe fair limbs, and be 
In its tme worth alone by death divined. 

Wonld I might die for my dear lord to find 
Raiment in my outworn mortality : 
That, changing like the snake, I might be free 
To cast the slough wherein I dwell confined I 

Nay, were it mine, that shaggy fleece that stays. 
Woven and wrought into a vestment fair. 
Around yon breast so beauteous in such bUssl 

All through the day thou'd dasp me I Would I were 
The shoes that bear that burden I when the ways 
Were wet with rain, thy feet I then should kiss I 
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XXII. 
WAITING IN FAITH. 

Se nd ^to per |^ ocdii. 

IF through tiia ey«s the heart speaks dear and true, 
I have no stronger snreties than these eyes 
For my pnre love. Prithee let them suffice, 
Lord of my sonl, pity to gsin from yon. 
More tenderly perchance than is my due, 
Your spirit sees into my heart, where rise 
The flames of holy worship, nor denies 
The grace reserved for those who humbly sue. 
Oh, blessed day when you at last are mine I 

Let time stand still, and let noon's chariot stay ; 
Fixed be that moment on the dial of heaven ! 
That I may clasp and keep, by grace divine. 

Gasp in these yearning arms and keep for aye 
'My heart's loved lord to me desertless given 1 
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XXIII. 

FLESH AND SPIRIT. 

Ben pOMcm gli oochL 
ELL may these eyes of mine both near and far 



Behold the beams that from thy beanty flow; 
Bat, lady, feet must halt where sight may go: 
We see, bnt cannot dimb to clasp a star. 

The pure ethereal sonl snrmonnts that bar 

Of flesh, and soars to where thy splendours glow. 
Free through the eyes; while prisoned here below, 
Though fired with fervent love, our bodies are. 

Clogged with mortality and wingless, we 
Cannot pursue an angel in her flight : 
Only to gaze exhausts our utmost might 

Yet, if but heaven like earth incline to thee. 
Let my whole body be one eye to see, 
That not one part of me may miss thy sight 1 



XXIV. 
THE DOOM OF BEAUTY. 

Spirto bea aalow 

CHOICE flonl, in whom, as In a giaas, wa aea, 
Mirrored in thy pnre form and deHcata, 
What beauties heaven and natnre can creata. 
The paragon of all their works to be ! 

Fair soul, in whom love, i»ty, piety, 

Have found a home, as from thy ontward state 
We clearly read, and are so rate and great 
That they adorn none other like to thee I 

Love takes me captive; beanty binds my soul; 
Pity and mercy with their gentle eyes 
Wake in my heart a hope that cannot cheat. 

What law, what destiny, what fell control. 
What cmelty, or late or soon, denies 
That death should spare perfection so completa? 
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XXV. 
THE TRANSFIGURATION OF BEAUTY. 

A DIALOOUB WITR LOVE. 

Dimml di graiia, amor. 

AT, prithee tell me, Love, when I behold 
My lady, do mine eyes her beauty see 
In tnith, or dweUs that loveliness in me 
Which multiplies her grace a thousandfold f 

Thou needs must know; for thou with her of old 
Comest to stir my soul's tranquility; 
Yet would I not seek one sigh less, or be 
By loss of that loved flame more simply cold.— 

The beauty thou discemest, all is hers ; 

But grows in radiance as it soars on high 
Through mortal eyes unto the soul above : 

rris there transfigured ; for the soul confers 
On what she holds, her own divinity: 
And this transfigured beauty wins thy love. 
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XXVL 

JOY MAY KILL. 

Nob men gru graiia, doniUL 
oo much good luck no lets than misery 



May kill a man condemned to mortal pais, 
If, lost to hope and chilled in every vein, 
A sudden pardon comes to set him free. 

Thus thy unwonted kindness shown to me 

Amid the gloom where only sad thoughts reign, 
With too much rapture bringing light again, 
Threatens my life more than that agony. 

Good news and bad may bear the self-same knife ; 
And death may follow both upon their flight ; 
For hearts that shrink or swell, alike will break. 

Let then thy beauty, to preserve my life, 

Temper the source of this supreme delight, 
Lest joy so poignant slay a soul so weak. 
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XXVII. 
NO ESCAPE FROM LOVK 

Kca poMo item fifiua. 
CANNOT by the utmott flight of thought 



ConcdTe another form of air or day, 

Wherewith against thy beaaty to array 

My ivoanded heart in annonr f ancy-wioagjht : 
For, hucking thee, so low my state is brought, 

That Love hath stolen all my strength away; 

Whence, when I fain would halve my griefs, they 
weigh 

With double sorrow, and I sink to nought 
Thus all in vain my soul to scape thee flies. 

For ever faster flies her beauteous foe : 

From the swift-footed feebly run the slowl 
Yet with his hands Love wipes my weeping eyes. 

Saying, this toil will end in h^>py cheer ; 

What costs the heart so much, musts needs be 
dear! 
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XXVIII. 

THE HEAVENLY BIRTH OF 
LOVE AND BEAUTY. 

La Tita del nie amor. 

THIS heart of flesh feeds not with Kfe my love : 
The love wherewith I love thee hath no heart; 
Nor harbours it in any mortal part, 
Where erring thought or ill desire may move. 

When first Love sent our sonls from God above, 
He fashioned me to see thee as thou art— 
Pnre light ; and thus I find God's counterpart 
In thy fair face, and feel the sting thereof. 

As heat from fire, from loveliness divine 

The mind that worships what recalls the sun 
From whence she sprang, can be divided never: 

And since thine eyes all Paradise enshrine, 
Burning unto those orbs of light I run. 
There where I loved thee first to dwell for ever. 
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LOVB'S DILEMMA. 

I' micndBCIi. 

IDXXMBD upon that day when lint I knew 
So many peerlett beantiet blent in one, 
That, like an eagle gaiing on the ton, 
Mine eyes might fix on the least part of yon. 

That dream hath vanished, and my hope is flown; 
For he who fain a seraph wonld pnrsne 
Wingless, hath cast words to the winds, and dew 
On stones, and ganged God's reason with his own. 

If then my heart cannot endnre the Uaxe 
Of beanties infinite that blind these eyes. 
Nor yet can bear to be from yon divided. 

What fate b mine ? Who guides or guards my ways. 
Seeing my sonl, so lost and ill-betided. 
Barns in yonr presence, in yonr absence dies? 
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LOVE THB UGHT-GIVER. 

TO T0MMA90 DS' CAVALISKI. 

Veggio CO* bel Tottri occfaL 
ITH yonr fair eyes a charming light I see, 



For which my own blind eyes would peer in 
vain; 
Stayed by yonr feet, the burden I sostain 
Which my lame feet find all too strong for me ; 

\nngles8 npon yonr pinions forth I fly; 

Heavenward yonr spirit stirreth me to strain ; 
E'en as yon will, I blush and blanch again. 
Freeze in the snn, burn 'neath a frosty sky. 

Yonr will includes and is the lord of mine ; 

life to my thoughts within your heart is given ; 
My words begin to breathe upon your breath : 

like to the moon am I, that csmnot shine 

Alone ; for lo 1 our eyes see nought in heaven 
Save what the living sun illumineth. 
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XXXI. 

LOVE'S LORDSHIP. 

TO T0MMA80 DB* CAVALIBKI. 

Adiepiftdebb'io. 

WHY should I seek to ease intense denre 
With still more tears and windy words of grief, 
When heaven, or late or soon, sends no relief 
To souls whom love hath robed around with fire ? 

Why need my aching heart to death aspire. 

When all must die ? Nay, death beyond belief 
Unto these eyes would be both sweet and brief, 
Since in my sum of woes all joys expire ! 

Therefore, because I cannot shun the blow 

I rather seek, say who must rule my breast. 
Gliding between her gladness and her woe ? 

If only chains and bands can make me blest, 
No marvel if alone and bare I go, 
An arm^d knight's captive and slave confessed. 
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xxxn. 

LOVE'S EXPOSTULATION. 

S* on caito amw. 

IF love be chaste, if Tirtne conquer in, 
If fortune bind both lovers in one bond, 
If either at the other's grief despond. 
If both be gOTemed by one life, one mil; 

If in two bodies one soul triumph still. 

Raising the twain from earth to heaven beyond, 
If Love with one blow and one golden wand 
Have power both smitten breasts to pierce and 
thriU; 

If each the other love, himself for going, 

With snch delight, such savonr, and so well. 
That both to one sole end their wills combine ; 

If thousands of these thoughts, all thought outgoiQg, 
Fail the least part of thdr firm love to tell : 
Say, can mere angry sjnte this knot untwine ? 
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XXXIIL 

nstr iSAoxiiG. 
A PRAYBR TO NATURE. 

AMOK RKDIYIVUS. 

Perch^ too gran bellene. 
HAT thy great beauty on our earth may be 



Shrined in a lady softer and more kind, 
I call on nature to collect and IHnd 
All those delights the slow years steal £rom thee, 

And save them to restore the radiancy 

Of thy bright face in some fair form designed 
By heaven ; and may love ever bear in mind 
To mould her heart of grace and courtesy. 

I call on nature too to keep my sighs. 

My scattered tears to take and recombine, 
And give to him who loves that fair again : 

More happy he perchance shall move those eyes 
To mercy by the griefs wherewith I pine, 
Nor lose the kindness that from me is ta'en I 
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jcxxin. 

SIOOIID SBADING. 

A PRAYER TO NATURE. 

AMOlT REDIVIVUS. 

Sol perch^ toe beUezxe. 
F only that thy beauties here may be 



Deathless through Time that rends the wreaths 

he twined, 
I tmst that Nature will collect and bind 
An those delights the slow years steal from thee, 

And keep them for t^ birth more happily 
Bom under better auspices, refined 
Into a heavenly form of nobler mind. 
And dowered with all thine angel purity. 

Ah me I and may heaven also keep my sighs, 
My scattered tears preserve and reunite. 
And give to him who loves that fair again I 

More happy he perchance shall move those eyes 
To mercy by the griefs my manhood blight, 
Nor lose the kindness that from me is ta'en I 
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XXXIV. 

LOVE'S FURNACE. 

SO friendly is the fire to flinty stone. 
That, struck therefrom and kindled to a blase, 
It bums the stone, and from the ash doth raise 
What lives thenceforward binding stones in one : 

Kiln-hardened this resists both frost and son. 
Acquiring higher worth for endless days— 
As the purged soul from hell returns with praise, 
Amid the heavenly host to take her throne. 

E'en so the fire struck from my soul, that lay 
Close-hidden in my heart, may temper me. 
Till burned and slaked to better life I rise. 

If, made mere smoke and dust, I live to-day. 
Fire-hardened I shaU live eternally; 
Such gold, not iron, my spirit strikes and tries. 
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XXXV. 

LOVE'S PARADOXES. 

S«nto d' na fooo. 
AR off with fire I feel a cold face lit. 



That makes me bum, the while itaelf doth freeze : 
Two fragile arms enchain me, which with ease, 
Unmoved themselves, can move weights infinite 

A soul none knows but I, most exqmsite. 

That, deathless, deals me death, my sj^iit sees : 
I meet with one who, free, my heart doth seise : 
And who alone can cheer, hath tortured it 

How can it be that from one face like thine 
My own should feel effects so contrary, 
Since ill comes not from thinge devoid of ill? 

That loveliness perchance doth make me jnne. 
Even as the snn, whose fiery beams we see, 
Inflames the world, while he is temperate still. 
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XXXVI. 

LOVE MISINTERPRETED. 

Se llmiBortal desia 

IF the undying thint that purifies 
Onr mortal thoaghts, conld draw mine to the day, 
Perchance the lord who now holde duel sway 
In Love's high house, wonld prore more kindly- 
wise. 

Bat since the laws of heaven immortaiise 

Our sonls, and doom onr flesh to swift decay, 
Tongne cannot tell how fair, how pare as day, 
Is the sool's thirst that far beyond it lies. 

How then, ah woe is me I shall that chaste fire, 

Which bams the heart within me, be made knovm. 
If sense finds only sense in what it sees ? 

All my fair hoars are tamed to miseries 

With my loved lord, who minds bat lies alone; 
For, troth to tell, who trasts not is a liar. 
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XXXVIL 
LOVE'S SERVITUDE. 

PERHAPS TO VITTORIA COLONNA. 

S* alcun legato k pur. 

HE who is bound by some great benefit, 
As to be raised from death to life again, 
How shall he recompense that gift, or gain 
Freedom from servitude so infinite ? 

Yet if 'twere possible to pay the debt, 

He*d lose that kindness which we entertain 
For those who serve us well; since it is plain 
That kindness needs some boon to quicken it. 

Wherefore, O lady, to maintain thy grace, 
So far above my fortune, what I bring 
Is rather thanklessness than courtesy : 

For if both met as equals face to face. 

She whom I love could not be called my king;< 
There ia no lordship in equality. 
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XXXVIIL 
LOVE'S VAIN EXPENSE. 

Rendete a gU oodii mid. 

GIVE back unto mine eyes, ye fount and rill, 
Those streams, not yours, that are so full and 
strong. 
That swell your springs, and roll your waves along 
With force unwonted in your native hill I 

And thou, dense air, weighed with my sighs so chill, 
That hidest heaven's own light thick mibts among. 
Give back those sighs to my sad heart, nor wrong 
My visual ray with thy dark face of ill I 

Let earth give back the footprints that I wore. 

That the bare grass I spoiled may sprout again; 
And Echo, now grown deaf, my cries return t 

Loved eyes, unto mine eyes those looks restore. 
And let me woo another not in vain, 
Since how to please thee I shall never learn! 
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XXXIX. 

LOVE'S ARGUMENT WITH REASON. 

La Tigion meco ti lamcnta. 
BASON laments and grieves fnU sore with me, 



The while I hope by loving to be blest; 
With precepts sound and true philosophy 
My shame she qnickens thns within my bieast : 

* What else bat death will that sun deal to thee-<- 
Nor like the phoenix in her flaming ilkest?' 
Yet nought avails this wise morality; 
No hand can save a snldde confessed. 

I know my doom ; the truth I apprehend : 
But on the other side my traitorous heart 
Slays me whene'er to wisdom's words I bend. 

Between two deaths my lady stands apart: 

This death I dread ; that none can comprehend. 
In this suspense body and soul must part 
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PIKST IBADtira 

LOVE'S LOADSTONE. 

No to iP ^ b daiiala luce. 

I KNOW not if it be the longed-for Ught 
Of her first Maker which the spirit feels ; 
Or if a timeK>ld memory reveals 
Some other beauty for the heart's delight; 

Or fame or dreams beget that vision bright, 

Sweet to the eyes, which through the bosom steals, 
Leaving I know not what that wounds and heals, 
And now perchance hath made me weep outright. 

Be this what this may be, 'tis this I seek : 

Nor guide have I ; nor know 1 where to find 
That burning fire ; yet some one seems to lead. 

This, since I saw thee, lady, makes me weak ; 
A bitter-sweet sways here and there my mind. 
And sure I am thine eyes this mischief breed. 
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LOVE'S LOADSTONE. 

Non to M ^ ^ P iBunachiata hioe. 
KNOW not if it be the fanded light 



Which every man or more or less doth feel ; 

Or if the mind and memory reveal 

Some other beauty for the heart's delight; 
Or if within the soul the vision bright 

Of her celestial home once more doth steal, 

Drawing onr better thoughts with pure appeal 

To the true Good above all mortal sight : 
TUs light I long for and nngaided seek ; 

This fire that burns my heart, I cannot find ; 

Nor know the way, though some one seems to lead. 
This, since I saw thee, lady, makes me weak : 

A bitter-sweet sways here and there my mind ; 

And sure I am thine eyes this mischief breed. 
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xu. 

LIGHT AND DARKNESS. 

Coloi che feoe. 

HB wl|0 ordained, when fint the woild began, 
Time, that was not before creation's hour, 
Divided it, and gave the sun's high power 
To rule the one, the moon the other span: 

Thence fate and changeful chance and fortune's ban 
Did in one moment down on mortals shower: 
To me they portioned darkness for a dower; 
Dark hath my lot been since I was a man. 

Myself am ever mine own counterfeit ; 

And as deep night grows still more dim and dun, 
So still of more misdoing must I rue : 

Meanwhile this solace to my soul is sweet, 

That my black night doth make more clear the sun 
Which at your birth was given to wait on you. 
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XUI. 
SACRED NIGHT. 

Qgnl Tia ddma 

LL hollow vavlts and dnngeons sealed from sif^t, 

All caverns drcunscribed with roof and wall, 
Defend dark Night, though noon around her fall, 
From the fierce play of solar day-beams bright. 

But if she be assailed by fire or light, 

Her powers divine are nought ; they tremble all ^ 
Before things far more vile and triWal — 
Even a glow-worm can confound their might. 

The earth that lies bare to the sun, and breeds 
A thoussuid germs that burgeon and decay — 
This earth is wounded by the ploughman's share : 

But only darkness serves for human seeds; 

Night therefore is more sacred far than day, 
Since man excels all fruits however fair. 
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XLIIL 
THE IMPEACHMENT OF NIGHT. 

Perdift Febo noD tmot, 

WHAT time bright Phoebus doth not stretch and 
bend 
His shining arms aronnd this terrene sphere, 
The people call that season dark and drear 
Night, for the canse they do not comprehend. 

So weak is Night that if onr hand'eztend 

A glimmering torch, her shadows disappear, 
Leaving her dead ; like frailest gossamere, 
Tinder and steel her mantle rive and rend. 

Nay, if this Night be anything at all, 

Snre she is daughter of the snn and earth ; 
This holds, the other spreads that shadowy palL 

Howbeit they err who praise this gloomy birth, 
So frail and desolate and void of mirth 
That one poor firefly can her might appal. 
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XLIV. 
THE DEFENCE OF NIGHT. 

O Bot^ o doloc tempo. 

ONXORT, O sweet though sombre span of timet— 
All things find rest upon their journey's end — 
Whoso hath praised thee, well doth apprehend ; 
And whoso honours thee, hath wisdom's prime. 

Our cares thou canst to quietude sublime; 

For dews and darkness are of peace the friend : 

Often by thee in dreamf upborne, I wend 

From earth to hearen, where yet I hope to dimb. 

Thou shade of Death, through whom the soul at length 
Shuns pain and sadness hostile to the heart, 
Whom mourners find their last and sure relief I 

Thou dost restore our suffering flesh to strength, 
Driest our tears, assuagest^every smart. 
Purging the spirits of the pure from grief. 
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XLV. 

LOVE FEEDS THE FLAME OF AGE. 

Qnaad' il tenro U dgnior. 

WREN maiten bind a ilaye with cruel chain, 
And keep him hope-forlorn in bondage pent. 
Use tames his temper to imprisonment* 
And hardly wonld he fain be free again. 

Use curbs the snake and tiger, and doth train 
Fierce woodland lions to bear chastisement ; 
And the yonng artist, all with toll forspent, 
By constant nse a g^t's strength doth gain. 

But with the force of flame it is not so : 

For whUe fire sacks the s^ of the green wood. 
It warms a f rore old man and makes him grow ; 

With snch fine heat of youth and lustlhood 
Filling his heart and teaching it to glow, 
That love enfolds him with beatitude. 

If then in playful mood 
He sport and jest, old age need no man blame; 
For loving things divine implies no shame. 

The soul that knows her aim. 
Sins not by loving God's own counterfeit — 
Due measure kept, and bounds, and order meet 



50 



I 



XLVL 
LOVE'S FLAME DOTH FEED ON AGE. 

S« da' prim' aani. 

F some mild heat of love in youth confessed 
Burns a fresh heart with swift consuming fire, 
What will the force be of a flame more dire 
Shut up within an old man's dndery breast ? 

If the mere lapse of lengthening years hath pressed 
So sorely that Ufe, strength, and vigour tire. 
How shall he fare who must ere long expire, 
When to old age is added love's unrest ? 

Weak as myself, he will be whirled away 
Like dust by winds kind in their cruelty. 
Robbing the loathly woim of its last prey. 

A little flame consumed and fed on me 

In my green age : now that the wood is dry. 
What hope against this fire more fierce have I ? 
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xLvn. 

BEAUTY'S INTOLERABLE SPLENDOUR. 

Se liooo alte bdkm. 

IF bat the fire that li^^tens in thine ejret 
Were equal with their beauty, all tiie anow 
And froat of all the woild woald melt and glow 
Like brands that blaxe beneath fierce tropic sides. 

Bnt heaven in mercy to our miseries 

Dulls and divides the fiery beams that flow 
From thy great loveliness, that we may go 
Through this stem mortal life in tranquil wise. 

Thus beauty bams not with consuming rage ; 
For so much only of the heavenly light 
Inflames our love as finds a fervent heart. 

This is my case, lady, in sad old age : 
If seeing thee, I do not die outright, 
'Tis that I feel thy beauty bnt in part. 
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XLVIII. 

LOVE'S EVENING. 

Sa 1 tioppo iadkiglo. 

HAT thoa^ long waiting wins more happiness 
Than petulant desire is wont to gain, 
My Inck in latest nge hath brought me p^, 
Thinking how brief must be an old man's bliss. 

Heaven, If it heed our lives, can hardly bless 

This fire of loye when frosts are wont to rdgn : 
For so I love thee, lady, suid my strain 
Of tears through age exceeds in tenderness. 

Yet peradventure thou|^ my day is done, — 

Though nearly past the setting mid thick doud 
And frosen exhalations sinks my sun, — 

If love to only mid-day be allowed, 

And I an old man in my evening bum. 
You, lady, still my night to noon may turn. 
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XLIX. 
LOVE'S EXCUSE. 

Dal dolde piaato. 

FROM happy tears to woeful smiles, from peace 
Eternal to a brief and hollow truce, 
How have I fallen I— when *tis truth we lose, 
Sense triumphs o'er all adverse impulses. 

I know not if my heart bred this disease. 

That stiU more pleasing grows with growing use ; 
Or else thy face, thine eyes, which stole the hues 
And fires of Paradise — less fair than these. 

Thy beauty is no mortal thing; 'twas sent 

From heayen on high to make our earth divine : 
Wherefore, though wasting, burning, I'm content ; 

For in thy sight what could I do but pine f 
If God himself thus rules my destiny, 
Who, when I die, can lay the blame on thee? 
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IN LOVE'S OWN TIME. 

S* i' avcMi credato. 

HAD I but earlier known that from the eyes 
Of that bright sonl that fires me like the sun, 
I might hare drawn new strength my race to run, 
Barning as barns the phceniz ere it dies ; 

Even as the stag or lynx or leopard flies 

To seek his pleasure and his pain to shan, 
Each word, each smile of her wonld I have won, 
Flying where now sad age all flight denies. 

Yet why complain? For even now I find 
In that glad angel's face, so full of rest, 
Health and content, heart's ease and peace of mind 

Perchance I might have been less simply blest, 
Finding her sooner : if 'tis age alone 
That lets me soar with her to seek God's throne. 
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LII. 
CELESTIAL LOVE. 

Nob vider |^ oochi ndeL 
SAW no mortal beauty with these eyes 



When perfect peace in thy fair eyes I found ; 

Bnt far within, where all is holy ground, 

My sonl felt Love, her comrade of the skies : 
For she was bom with God in Paradise ; 

Else should we still to transient love be bound ; 

Bnt, finding these so false, we pass beyond 

Unto the Love of loves that never dies. 
Nay, things that die cannot assuage the thrist 

Of souls undying; nor Eternity 

Serves Time, where all must fade that flourisheth. 
Sense is not love, but lawlessness accurst : 

This kills the soul; while our love lifts on high 

Our friends on earth — higher in heaven through 
death. 
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LIII. 
CELESTIAL AND EARTHLY LOVE. 

Nob h tempn di eoliMu 

LovB U not alwayB harah and deadly sin, 
When love for boundless beauty makes us pine ; 
The heart, by love left soft and infantine. 
Will let the shafts of God*s grace enter in. 

Love wings and wakes the soul, stirs her to win 
Her flight aloft, nor e'er to earth decline ; 
'TIS the first step that leads her to the shrine 
Of Him who slakes the thirst that bums within. 

The love of that whereof I speak ascends : 
Woman is different far ; the love of her 
But ill befits a heart manly and wise. 

The one love soars, the other earthward tends ; 
The soul lighto this, while that the senses stir; 
And still lust's arrow at base quarry flies. 
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uv. 

LOVE UFTS TO GOD. 

V^gglo Bid too bal Tin. 

FtOM thy lair fac0 I iMum, O mj loved loid, 
That which no mortal tongma can rightly aay ; 
The aool imprisoned in her house of clay, 
Holpen by thee, to God hath often soared. 

And though the vulgar, vain, malignant horde 
Attribate what their grosser wills obey, 
Yet shall this fervent homage that I pay, 
This love, this faith, pure joys for ns afford. 

Lo, aU the lovely thingp we find on earth, 
Resemble for the sonl that rightly sees 
That sonrce of bliss divine which gave us birth : 

Nor have we firs^f mits or remembrances 

Of heaven elsewhere. Thus, loving loyally, 
I rise to God, and make death sweet by thee. 
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LV. 
LOVE'S ENTREATY. 

Tn n' cb' i' m>, Signor mie. 

THOU knowMt, love, I know that thou dost know 
That I am here more near to thee to be. 
And knowest that I know thon knowesi me : 
What means it then that we are sundered so? 

If they are trne, these hopes that from thee flow, 
If it is real, this sweet expectancy, 
Break down the wall that stands 'twizt me and 

thee; 
For pain in prison pent hath double woe. 

Because in thee I ]ove, O my loved lord, 

What thou best lovest, be not therefore stem : 
Souls bum for souls, spirits to spirits cry! 

I seek the splendour in thy fair face stored ; 

Yet living man that beauty scarce can leara, 
And he who fain would find it, first must die. 
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HEAVEN-BORN BEAUTY. 

P«r ritomar 1&. 

AS one who win re-seek her home of light, 
Thy form immortal to this prison-house 
Descended, like an angel piteous, 
To heal all hearts and make the whole world 
bright. 

Tis this that thralls my soul in love's delight, 
Not thy dear face of beauty glorious ; 
For he who harbours virtue, still will choose 
To love what neither years nor death can blight 

So fares it ever with things high and rare 

Wrought in the sweat of nature ; heaven above 
Showers on their birth the blessings of her prime : 

Nor hath God deigned to show Himself elsewhere 
More clearly than in human forms sublime. 
Which, since they image Him, alone I love. 
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HEAVEN-BORN BEAUTY. 

Venae, non sq ben donde. 

T came, I know not whence, from far above. 
That dear, immortal flame that stiU doth rise 
Within thy sacred breast, and fills the skies, 
And heals all hearts, and adds to heaven new love. 

This bams me, this, and the pare light thereof ; 
Not thy fair face, thy sweet antroabled eyes : 
For love that is not love for anght that dies. 
Dwells in the soal where no base passions move. 

If then each loveliness apon its own 

Should graft new beauties in a mortal birth. 
The sheath bespeaks the shining blade within. 

To gain oar love God hath not clearer shown 

Himself elsewhere : thus heaven doth vie with 

earth 
To make thee worthy worship without sin. 
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LVII 

fiaST SBAOING. 

CARNAL AND SPIRITUAL LOVE. 

PanaperglioocliL 

SWIFT throagh the eyes unto the heart within 
AU lovely forms that thrall our spirit stray; 
So smooth and broad and open is the way 
That thousands and not hundreds enter in. 

Burdened with scruples and weighed down with sin, 
These mortal beauties fill me with dismay ; 
Nor find I one that doth not strive to stay 
My soul on transient joy, or lets me win 

The heaven I yearn for. Lo, when erring love^ 
Who fills the world, howe'or his power we shun, 
Else were the world a grave and we undone — 

Assails the soul, if grace refuse to fan 

Our purged desires and make them soar above. 
What grief it were^to have been born a man i 
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LVII. 

SBOOND XBADIMG. 

CARNAL AND SPIRITUAL LOVE. 

PMMptrgHoochL 

SWIFT through the eyes unto the heart within 
All lovely forms that thrall our spirit stray ; 
So smooth and broad and open is the way 
That thousands and not hundreds enter in 

Of every age and sex : whence I begin, 

Burdened with griefs, but more with dull dismay, 
To fear ; nor find mid all their bright array 
One that with full content my heart may win. 

If mortal beauty be the food of love, 

It came not with the soul from heaven, and thus 
That love itself must be a mortal fire : 

But if love reach to nobler hopes above. 

Thy love shall scorn me not nor dread desire 
That seeks a carnal prey assailing us. 
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Lvni. 

LOVE AND DEATH. 

Ognor die V idol mio. 

HENE*ER the idol of these eyes appears 



Unto my musing heart so weak and strong, 
Death comes between her and my son! ere long 
Chasing her thence with troops of gathering fears. 

Nathless this violence my spirit cheers 

With better hope than if she had no wrong; 
While Love invincible arrays the throng 
Of dauntless thoughts, and thus harangues his 
peers: 

But once, he argues, can a mortal die ; 

But once be born : and he who dies afire, 
What shall he gain if erst he dwelt with me ? 

That burning love whereby the soul flies free, 
Doth lure each fervent spirit to aspire 
Like gold refined in flame to God on high. 
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LOVE IS A REFINER'S FIRE. 

Non pi{i ch* 1 foco il iabbro. 

IT is with fire that blacksmiths iron subdue 
Unto fair form, the image of their thought : 
Nor without fire hath any artist wrought 
Gold to its utmost purity of hue. 

Nay, nor the unmatched phoenix lives anew, 
Unless she bum : if then I am distraught 
By fire, I may to better life be brought 
Like those whom death restores nor years undo. 

The fire whereof I speak, is my great cheer ; 
Such power it hath to renovate and raise 
Me who was almost numbered with the dead ; 

And since by nature fire doth find its sphere 
Soaring aloft, and I am all ablaze, 
Heavenward with it my flight must needs be sped. 
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LX. 

mST BBADXMG. 

LOVE'S JUSTIFICATION. 

Ben pa6 talor ool mio. 

SOMETIMES my love I dare to entertain 
With soaring hope not over-crednlooi ; 
Since if all human loves were impious, 
Unto what end did God the world ordain ? 

For loving thee what license is more plain 
Than that I praise thereby the glorious 
Source of all joys divine, that comfort us 
In thee, and with chaste fires our soul sustain ? 

False hope belongs unto that love alone 

Which with declining beauty wanes and dies, 
And, like the face it worships, fades away. 

That hope b true which the pure heart hath known. 
Which alters not with time or death's decay. 
Yielding on earth earnest of Paradise. 
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LX. 

SBOOND BSAOSMO. 

LOVE'S JUSTIFICATION. 
Bmi po6 talor col caato. 

T must be right tometimoi to entertain 



Chaste love with hope not over-credulous ; 
Since if all human loves were impious, 
Unto what end did God the world ordain ? 

If I love thee and bend beneath thy reign, 
Tis for the sake of beauty glorious 
Which in thine eyes divine is stored for us, 
And drives all evil thought from its domain. 

That is not love whose tyranny we own 
In loveliness that every moment dies; 
Which, like the face it worships, fades away: 

True love is that which the pure heart hath known. 
Which alters not with time or death's decay. 
Yielding on earth earnest of Paradise. 
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LXI. 
IRREPARABLE LOSS. 

AFTER THE DEATH OF VITTORIA COLONNA. 
Se 1 mie rozzo maitello. 

WHEN my rade hammer to the stabbom stone 
Gives human shape, now that, now this, at will, 
Following his hand who wields and guides it still, 
It moves npon another's feet alone : 

But that which dwells in heaven, the world doth fill 
With beauty by pure motions of its own ; 
And since tools fashion tools which else were none. 
Its life makes all that lives with living skill. 

Now, for that every stroke excels the more 
The higher at the forge it doth ascend. 
Her soul that fashioned mine hath sought the 
skies ! 

Wherefore unfinished I must meet my end. 
If God, the great Artificer, denies 
That aid which was unique on earth before. 
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LXII. 
LOVE'S TRIUMPH OVER DEATH. 

AFTER THE DEATH OF VITTORIA COLONNA. 

Qoand' d mioistro d«* sospir. 

WHEN she who was the source of all my sighs, 
Fled from the world, herself, my straining sight, 
Nature who gave us that unique delight, 
Was sunk in shame, and we had weeping eyes. 

Yet shall not vauntful Death enjoy this prise. 

This sun of suns which then he veiled in night ; 
For Love hath triumphed, lifting up her light 
On earth and 'mid the saints in Paradise. 

What though remorseless and impiteous doom 
Deemed that the music of her deeds would die. 
And that her splendour would be sunk in gloom ? 

The poet's page exalts her to the sky • 

With life more living in the Ufeless tomb. 
And Death translates her soul to reign on high. 
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LXIII. 
AFTER SUNSET. 

AFTES. TKB DBATH OF VrTTORIA COLONNA. 

Be* mi dove'. 

WELL might I in those days so f ortmutte^ 
WhiCt time the sun lightened my path aboTe, 
Have soared from earth to heaven, raised by her 

love 
Who winged my labouring sonl and sweetened fate. 
That sun hath set ; and I with hope elate 

Who deemed that those bright days would never 

move, 
Find that my thankless sonl, deprived thereof. 
Declines to death, while heaven still bars the gate. 
Love lent me wings ; my path was like a stair; 
A lamp unto my feet, that sun was given ; 
And death was safety and great joy to find. 
But dying now, I shall not dimb to heaven ; 

Nor can mere memory cheer my heart's despair : — 
What help remains when hope is left behind ? 
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LXIV. 
A WASTED BRAND. 

AFTER TH£ DEATH OF VITTORIA COLONNA. 

Qnal manviglia fc. 

IF Mng near the ^re I burned with it, 
Now that its flame is quenched and doth not show. 
What wonder if I waste within and glow, 
Dwindling away to cinders bit by bit ? 

While still it burned, I saw so brightly lit 

That splendour whence I drew my grievous woe. 
That from its sight alone could pleasure flow, 
And death and torment both seemed exquisite. 

But now that heaven hath robbed me of the blaze 
Of that great fire which burned and nourished me, 
A coal that smoulders 'neath the ash am I. 

Unless Love furnish wood fresh flames to raise, 
I shall expire with not one spark to see, 
So quickly into embers do I diel 
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LXV. 
ON THE BRINK OF DEATH. 

TO GIORGIO VASARI. 

Givato^gik 

NOW hath my life across a stonny sea» 
like a frail bark, raached that wide port where an 

Are bidden, ere the final reckoning fall 

Of good and evil for eternity. 
Now know I well how that fond phantasy 

Which made my soul the woishipper and thrall 

Of earthly art is vain ; how criminal 

Is that which all men seek unwillingly. 
Those amorons thoughts which were so lightly dressed. 

What are they ndien the double death is nigh ? 

The one I know for sure, the other dread. 
Painting nor sculpture now can lull to rest 

My soul, that turns to His great love on high. 

Whose arms to dasp us on the cross were spread. 
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LXVI. 
VANITY OF VANITIES. 

TO OIOKGIO YASARI. 
Le favole del aumdo. 

THB fables of the world hare filched away 
The time I had for thinking upon God ; 
His grace lies buried 'neath oblivion's sod, 
Whence springs an evU crop of sins alway. 

What makes another wise, leads me astray, 
Slow to discern the bad path I have trod : 
Hope fades, but still desire ascends that God 
May free me from self-love, my snre decay. 

Shorten half-way my road to heaven from earth 1 
Dear Lord, I cannot even half-way rise 
Unless Thou help me on this pilgrimage. 

Teach me to hate the world so little worth, 
And all the lovely things I dasp and prise. 
That endless life, ere death, may be my wage. 
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LXVIL 
A PRAYER FOR FAITH. 

Nob h piA bun. 
HBRB*s not on earth a thing more yile and bate 



Than, lacking Thee, I fee! myself to be : 
For pardon prays my own debility, 
Yearning in rain to lift me to Thy face. 

Stretch to me, Lord, that chain whose links enlace 
All heavenly gifts and all felicity — , 
Ftdth, whereunto I strive perpetually. 
Yet cannot find (my fault) her perfect grace. 

That gift of giftA, the rarer *tis, the more 

I count it great ; more great, because to earth 
Without it neither peace nor joy is given. 

If Thou Thy blood so lovingly didst pour. 
Let not that bounty fail or suffer dearth. 
Withholding Faith that opes the doors of heaven. 
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LXVIII. 
URBINO. 

TO MONSIONOR LODOVIOO BBCCADSLU. 

Per croce e gnuia. 

God's grace, the cross, our troubles multiplied, 
Will make us meet in heaTen, full well I know: 
Yet ere we yield our breath on earth below, 
Why need a little solace be denied ? 

Though seas and mountains and rough ways divide 
Our feet asunder, neither frost nor snow 
Can make the soul her ancient love forego; 
Nor chains nor bonds the wings of thought have 
tied. 

Borne by these wings, with thee I dwell for aye. 
And weep, and of my dead Urbino talk. 
Who, were he living, now perchance would be— 

For so 'twas planned — thy guest as well as I. 
Warned by his death, another way I walk 
To meet him where he waits to live with me. 
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LXIX. 
WAITING rOR DEATH. 

Di noite ccfto. 

T death must come ; bat when, I do not know : 

life's short, and little life remains for me : 
Fain would my flesh abide ; my soul wonld flee 
Heavenward, for still she calls on me to go. 

Blind is the world ; and eyil here below 

O'erwhelms and triumphs over honesty: 

The light is quenched ; quenched too is bravery : 

lies r«gn, and truth hath ceased her face to show. 

When will that day dawn. Lord, for which he waits 
Who trusts in Thee ? Lo, this prolonged delay 
Destroys all hope and robs the soul of life. 

Why streams the light from those celestial gates. 
If death prevent the day of grace, and stay 
Our souls for ever in the toils of strife ? 
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LXX. 
A PRAYER FOR STRENGTH. 

Qurko dP uuii. 

BURDXNBD with yean uid full of diifiilneM» 
With evil custom grown inreterate, 
Both deaths I diead that close before me wait. 
Yet feed my heart on poisonous thoughts no less. 

No strength I find in mine own feebleness 
To change or Hfe or love or nse or fate, 
Unless Thy heavenly guidance come, though late. 
Which only helps and stays our nothingness. 

Tis not enough, dear Lord, to make me yearn 
For that celestial home, where yet my soul 
May be new made, and not, as erst, of nought : 

Nay, ere Thou strip her mortal vestment, turn 
My steps toward the steep ascent, that whole 
And pure before Thy face she may be brought. 
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LXXL 

A PRAYER FOR PURIFICATION. 

Fone percfaft d' altniL 

PSRCHANCI that I might learn what pity is, 
That I might laugh at erring men no more, 
Secure in my own strength as heretofore, 
My soul hath fallen from her state of bliss: 

Nor know I under any flag but this 

How fighting I may 'scape those perils sore, 
Or how survive the rout and horrid roar 
Of adverse hosts, if I Thy succour miss. 

O flesh 1 ' O blood I O cross! O pain extreme I 
By you may those foul rins be purified, 
Wherein my fathers were, and I was bom 1 

Lo, Thou alone art good: let Thy supreme 
Pity my state of evil cleanse and hide — 
So near to death, so far from God, forlorn. 
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Lxxn. 

A PRAYER FOR AID. 

Ddi famniti vvdere. 

On, make me see Thee, Lord, where'er I got 
If mortal beauty sets my soul on fire, 
That flame when near to Thine mnst needs expire, 
And I with love of only Thee shall glow. 

Dear Lord, Thy help I seek against this woe, 
These torments that my spirit vex and tire ; 
Thou only with new strength canst re-inspire 
My ^^, my sense, my courage faint and low. 

Thou gavest me on earth this soul divine ; 
And Thou within this body weak and frail 
Didst prison it — how sadly there to livel 

How can I make its lot less vile than mine? 

Without Thee, Lord, all goodness seems to falL 
To alter fate is God's prerogative. 
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LXXIII. 
AT THE FOOT OF THE CROSS. 

Scuto d* un' ImpoiHwia 

FRSBD from ft barden sore and grieyoos band, 
Dear Lord, and from this wearying woild untied, 
like a frail barit I torn me to Thy side. 
As from a fierce storm to a tranquil land. 

Thy thorns, Thy nails, and either bleeding hand, 
With Thy mild gentle piteons face, provide 
Promise of help and mercies multiplied. 
And hope that yet my soul secure may stand. 

Let not Thy holy eyes be just to see 

My eyil past. Thy chastened ears to hear 
And stretch the arm of judgment to my crime : 

Let Thy blood only laye and succour me. 

Yielding more perfect pardon, better cheer, 
As older still I grow with lengthening time. 
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LXXIV. 

naST MIAOING. 

A PRAYER FOR GRACE IN DEATH. 

S' ftTTien che tpeiio. 
HAT though strong love of life doth flatter me 



With hope of yet more years on earth to stay, 
Death none the less draws nearer day by day, 
Who to sad sonls alone comes lingeringly. 

Yet why desire long life and jollity, 

If in onr griefs alone to God we pray ? 

Glad fortune, length of days, and pleasure slay 

The soul that trusts to their felicity. 

Then if at any hour through grace divine 

The fiery shafts of love and faith that cheer 
And fortify the soul, my heart assail. 

Since nought achieve these mortal powers of mine. 
Straight may I wing my way to heaven ; for here 
y^th lengthening days good thou^ts and wishes 
faU. 
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LX3CIV. 

SBCiOlfD KBAOma 

A PRAYER FOR GRACE IN DEATH. 

Fannl che BpcMO. 

OFTTiMSS my great dedre doth flatter me 
With hope on earth yet many years to stay : 
Still Death, the more I love it, day by day 
Takes from the life I love so tenderly. 

What better time for that dread change conld be, 
If in onr griefs alone to God we pray ? 
Oh, lead me, Lord, oh, lead me far away 
From every thought that lares my soul from Thee I 

Yea, if at any hour, through grace of Thine, 
The fervent zeal of love and faith that cheer 
And fortify the soul, my heart assail, 

Since nought achieve these mortal powers of mine, 
Plant, like a saint in heaven, that virtue here ; 
For, lacking Thee, all good must faint and fail 
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LXXV. 

HEART- COLDNESS. 

Vomi Yoltfy SignkHT* 

FAIN wonld I wish what my heart cannot wOl: 
Between it and the fire a veil of ice 
Deadens the fire, so that I deal Ai lies ; 
My words and actions are discordant still. 

I love Thee with my tongue, then mourn my fill ; 
For love warms not my heart, nor can I rise. 
Or ope the doors of Grace, who from the skies 
Might flood my soul, and pride and passion kill. 

Rend Thou the veil, dear Lord I Break Thou that wall 
Which with its stubbornness retards the rays 
Of that bright sun this earth hath dulled for me ! 

Send down Thy promised light to cheer and fall 
On Thy fair spouse, that I with love may blaze, 
And, free from doubt, my heart feel only Thee! 
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LXXVI. 

THE DEATH OF CHRIST. 

NonfurmnllBtL 
OT less date than smitten with wild woe 



To see not them but Thee by death undone, 
Were thoie blest souls, when Thou aboye the sun 
Didst xaise, by dying, men that lay so low: 
Elate, since freedom from all ills that flow 

From their first fault for Adam's race was won ; 
Sore smitten, since in torment fierce God's son 
Served senrants on the cruel cross below. 
Heaven showed she knew Thee, who thou wert and 
whence, 
VeUing her eyes above the riven earth ; 
^ The mountains trembled and the seas were 
troubled. 
He took the Fathers from hell's darkness dense : 
The torments of the damned fiends redoubled : 
Man only joyed, who gained baptismal birth. 
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LXXVII. 
THE BLOOD OF CHRIST. 

Mentn m' attrista. 
ID weariness and woe I find some cheer 



In thinking off the past when I recall 
My weakness and my sins, and reckon all 
The vain expense of days that disappear: 

This cheers by making, ere I die, more clear 
The frailty of what men delight miscall ; 
Bat saddens me to think how rarely fall 
God's grace and mercies in life's latest year. 

For though Thy promises onr faith compel, 

Yet, Lord, what man shall rentore to maintain 
^at pity will condone our long neglect ? 

Still from Thy blood poured forth we know fnll well 
How without measure was Thy martyr's pain, 
How measureless the gifts we dare expect. 
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NOTES. 

I. Qaoted by Donato Giannotd in hit Dialogue ZV 
giomi eke Danit camsumd nel ctrcart ^Inftmo € V Purga- 
tario. The date of its compoeituni is periiape 1545. 

II. Written probably for Donato Giannotti about the 
same date. 

III. Belonging to the year 1506, when Midiael Angelo 
quarrelled with Julius and left Rome in anger. The tree 
referred to in the last line is the oak of the Rovere family. 

IV. Same date, and same drcnmstances. The auto- 
graph has these words at the foot of tiie sonnet: Vottro 
Micctlangniaht m Turchia. Rome itself, the Sacred City, 
has become a land of infidels. 

V. Ser Giovanni da Pistoja was Chamcellor of the Flox^ 
entine Academy. The date is probably 1509. The Semtto 
a Coda is generally humorous or satiric. 

VI. Written in one of those moments of afftumo or 
mUmzS to which the sculptor was subject For the old 
bitterness of feeling between Florence and Pistoja, see 
Dante, Ii^tmo, zxiv., zzr. 

VII. Michael Angelo was ill during the summer of 
1544, and was nursed by Luigi del Riccio in his own house. 
Shortly after his recovery he quarrelled with his friend, and 
wrote him tliis sonnet as well as a very angry letter. 

VI I I. Ceochino Bracd was a boy of rare and suipasring 
beauty who died at Rome, January 8, 1544, in his seven- 
teenth year. Besides this sonnet, which refers to a portrait 
Lingi del Riodo had asked him to make of the dead youth, 
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Michael Angdo composed a leriea of forty-eight qoatnfau 
upon the same sabject, and sent them to his friend LaigL 
Michelangelo tlie younger* thinking that '/* ^ytm^eatada 
dtgU ti^mmi ka ea$m^ di manmtrart} sappresaed the 
naau Cecchino and changed bd into UL Date adx>ut 1544. 
IX. Line 4: 'The Archangel's scales alone can weigh 
my gratltode against your gift' Lines 5-8: ' Yoor ooortesy 
has taken away all my power of respondmg to iL I am as 
helpless as a ship becalmed, or a wisp of straw 00 a stonny 



X. Michael Aogelo, when asked to make a portrait of 
his friend*s mistress, declares that he la unable to do justice 
to her beauty. The name Maneittm is a pun upon the 
Italian word for the left arm, Mattcmo, This lady was a 
famous and venal beauty, mentioned among the loves of 
the poet Mulsa. 

XI. Date, 155a 

XII. This and the three next sonnets may with tolerable 
certainty be referred to tlie series written on various 
occasions for Vmona Colonna. 

XI II. Sent together with a letter, in which we read: 
r ap&riat0rt di qutOa mrh Urbim^^ eke tU mteo. Urbino 
was M. A/s old servant, workman, and friend. See No. 
LXVllI.andnote. 

XiV. The thought b that, as the sculptor carves a 
statue from a rough model by addition and subtraction of 
the marble, so the lady of his heart refines and perfects his 
rude native character. 

XV. This sonnet is the theme of Varchi*s Lemum, 
There is nothing to prove that it was addressed to Vmona 
Colonna. Varchi calls h ^tmttio ediiuimo aomtUopigne di 
quttta antiea fmrmtMa e da$U»sca gravitk,* 

XVI. The thought of the fifteenth is repeated with 
some variations. Hu iady*s heart holds for the lover good 
and evil things, according as he has the art to draw them 
forth. 

XVIII. In tile tenets he describes the temptations off 
the artist-nature, over-sensitive to beauty. Michelangelo 
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the yonager so altered thete tix Ilaee h to destroy tiie 
autobiographical allusion.— Cp. No. XXVIII., note. 

XIX. The lover's heart is like aa intaglio, predoos by 
being inscribed with his lady's image. 

XX. Aa early composition, written on the back of a 
letter sent to the sculptor in Bologna by his brother Stmone 
in 1507. M. A. was then working at the bronse statoe of 
JnHns II. Who tiie lady of his love was, we do not know. 
Notice the absence of Platonic cenctUL 

XXIII. It is hardly necessary to call attoLtion to 
Michael Angelo's oft-recurring Platonlun. The thought 
that the eye alone perceives the celestial beauty, veiled 
beneath the fleshly form of the beloved, is repeated in 
many sonnets —espedaUy hi XXV., XXVIII. 

XXIV. Composed probably in the year 1529. 

XXV. Written on the same sheet as the foregoing 
sonnet, and composed probably in the same year. The 
thought is this: beauty passing from the lady into the 
lover's soul, is there spiritualised and becomes the object of 
a spiritual love. 

XXVII. To escape from his lady, either by interposing 
another image of beauty between the thought of her and 
his heart, or by fl^^ht, is impossible. 

XXVI I I. Compare Madrigal VII in illustration of lines 
5 to 8. By the analogy of that passage, I should venture 
to render lines 6 and 7 thus: 

He made thee light, and me the eyes of art; 
Nor fails my soul to find God's counterpart 

XXX. Varchi, quoting this sonnet in his Lnhiu, con- 
jectures that it was composed for Tommaso Cavalieri. 

XXXI. Varchi asserts without qualification that this 
sonnet was addressed to Tommaso Cavalieri. The pun in 
the last line, Restoprigum d* un Cavalur arhMta, seems to 
me to decide the matter, though Signor Guasti and Signer 
Gotti both will have it that a woman must have been 
intended. Michelangelo the younger has only left one line, 
the second, untouched in his ri/acimunU. Instead of the 



93 



NOTES 

last wofdt hft gtvtt «» omt itf v^^M armaip, being ov«r> 
•arapaloas for his greaMmcle'i reputatUm. 

XXXII. Written at the foot of a letter addreaaed by 
GinUano Bngiardinl the painter, from Florence, to M. A. in 
Rome, Aogoat 5, 153a. Thia then ia probably the date of 
the compoaititm. 

XXXIV. The metaphor of fire, flint, and mortar breaka 
down in the laat line, where M. A. foiieta that gold cannot 
atrike a apark from atone. 

XXX^. Lhie 9 haa the word Signer, It ia almoat 
certain that where M. A. nsea this word witfaont farther 
qnalification in a lore sonnet, he means his mistress. I 
have sometimes translated it 'heart's lord' or 'loved lord,' 
becaose I did not wish to merge the quaintness of this 
ancient Tuscan usage in the more commonplace 'lady.' 

XXXVI. UDiti\ih»lffrd,€tc, This agahi ia the poefs 
mistress. The drift of the sonnet is this: his soul can find 
no expression but tliroagh speech, and speech is too gross 
to utter the purity of his feeling. His mistresa again 
receives his tongue's message with her eauv ; amd thna there 
is an element of sensuality, false and alien to his intention, 
both in his complaint and in her acceptation of it The 
last line is a version of the provub: chi i ovtMua a dir 
h^ie, nam cr§d« a uetmno, 

XXXVil. At the foot of the sonnet is written MamdaU, 
The two last lines play on the words sigtur and signaria. 
To whom it waa sent we do not know for certain; but we 
may conjecture Vittoria Colonna. 

XXXIX. The paper on #hich thia sonnet ia written 
haa a memorandum with the date January 6, 1539. 'On 
my return from Venice, I, Micheiagniolo Buonarroti, found 
in the house about five loads of straw,' etc. It belonga 
therefore to the period of the siege of Florence, when M. 
A., as is well known, fled for a short space to Venice. In 
line la, I have translated ii mie sigmartt n^ lady, 

XL. No Bonnet in the whole collection aeema to have 
coat M. A. so much trouble as this. Besides the two com- 
pleted verrions, which I have rendered, there are aeveral 
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■oont of f^)Mt«d or vaifoo* fsadingi for dagb Unet Ui 
thfS MSS. TIm Fhtonlc doctriiM of Anamwidt proboblj 
tappBw tbt ktj to the thoq^t iHiicfa the poet tttempCed 
to work oat 

XLI^ XLIU XLllU XLIV. Thm it noChliic to 
pioTe that thflM four tonaels on IHsht were oompoeed ia 
Begnence. On the ooatnury die perMnal tone of XLI. 
seems to separate this from the other three. XLIV. may 
be accepted as a palfaiode for XLIII. 

XLV.,XLyi. Both aonneU deal half hnmoroosly with 
a thoQght Tery promfaient hi M. A.'s compositions— -the 
effect of love on one who is old in years. — Cp. XLVllI., L. 

XLVII. The Pbitooic conception that the pore form of 
Beanty or of Truth, if seen, would be OTerwhehning in its 
brilliancy. 

XLIX. The 4U^>ttMite and ««ffnM /My are the tears 
and peace of piety. The daUrMO riw and carta ^ac* are 
the smiles and happiness of eartlily love. 

LII. Here is another verrion of tliis very beantifnl 
aoimet; 

No mortal thing enthralled these longbg eyes 
When perfect peace in thy fair face 1 found; 
But far within, where all Is holy ground. 
My soul felt Love, her comrade of the skies : 

For she was bom with God in Paradise; 
Nor all the shows of beauty shed around 
This fair false world her wings to earth have boond ; 
Unto the Love of Loves aloft she iUes. 

Nay, things that suffer death, quench not the fire 
Of deathless sfrints; nor eternity 

Serves sordid Tbne, that withers all things rare. 

Not love but lawless impulse is desire : 

That slays dw soul ; our love makes still more fair 
Our friends on earth, fairer in death on high. 

LI I L This is the doctrine of the Symposium ; the scorn 
of merely sexual love b also Platonic. 
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LIV. Another MiUNt on tlio th^me of the Urmnien ai 
dittingoiehed from tiie Vulgar love. See below, LVL, for 
a parallel to the second tenet 

LV. The date may be 1532. The play on words in the 
firrt quatrain and the first tenet is Shakespearian. 

LIX. Two notes, appended to the two antographs oi 
tUs sonnet, show that M. A. regarded it as a/rw d*e^r&. 
*Ptr atmcvaU par UeiUfar qualcht pasaa a cki nom va 
m mtuchtra^ *Qunio noH hfmoeo da camov aU ^ perd vtl 
numeb di qaartsimai 9 a voi mi raekomaada, V^strt 
Mtkhelagmplo: 

LXI. Date 1547. No sonnet presents more difficnltiet 
than this, in which M. A. has availed himself of a passage 
in the Crafybis of Plato. The divine hammer spoken of fax 
the second couplet b the ideal pattern after which the souls 
of men are foshioned; and this in the firrt tenet seems to 
be identified with Vittoria Colonna. In the second tenet 
he regards his own soul as imperfect, lacking tlw final*^ 
tonches which it might have received from hers. See XIV. 
for a somewliat similar conceit. 

LXIV. The image is that of a glowing wood coal 
smouldering away to embera amid its own ashes. 

LXV. Date 1554. Addressed A ausser Giorgio Vasari, 
amieo € pittor siagtdare, with this letter: Mtaor Giorgio^ 
amico carot twidireU ben eV io tio V€Cchio 4 Pommo a voter 
far sonotH; ma porchk molU dicoao ch* io soa rimSaoMtt, 
honehtlofar Vi^icio mio, te. A tR ig di uUotairo 1554. 
Vodro Michtlagnioio BuonarroH in Roma» 

LXVI., LXVI 1. These two sonnets were sent to Gioigio 
Vbsari in 1555 (?) with this letter: Muur Giorgio^ io vi 
mando dua sotutH; t boncki tiono casa sciocca, il/opordii 
veggiato dotfi io tongo i mie' PtnsieH: € qnando arttt 
ottasUano anai^ eomo 6 io^ mi credoroU, Prtgooi gii diaU 
a mosMor Giooan Francuco Fatacci^ cko mo no h ckitstu 
Vottro 3fieMagniolo Bnonarroti in Roma* The fint was 
also sent to Monsignor Beocadelli, Archbishop of RsKUsa, 
who replied to it For his sonnet, see Signor Goasti's 
edition, p. ass. 
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LXVIIl. Date iS5& Written in icply to h!s ffkBd*ft 
iiiTitatioii that be thoold pay him a TJalt at Ragnaa. Una 
lo: tUa Urtrino was M. A.'to old and faithfol lervant, 
Franoeteo d*Aniadore di Ckateldnnuite, wlio lived with him 
twenty-ant yean, and died at Rome in 1556. 

LXIX.-LXXyiI. The dates of this seriea of penitential 
sonnets are not known. It is dear that they were written 
in old age. It will be remembered that the latest frfece of 
marble on wliich Michael Angelo worked, was the nnfin- 
iahed Pieti now standing behind the choir of the Dnomo at 
Fl<»ence. Many of hia latest drawings are designs for a 
Cmciflyion. 
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I. 

Thx ' Rivista Europea' of June 1875 publishes an article 
by Signer V. de Tivoli concerning an inedited sonnet of 
Michael Angelo, which he deciphered from the Autograph, 
written upon the back of one of the original drawings in 
the Taylor Gallery at Oxford. This drawing formed part 
of the Ottley and Lawrence Collection. It represents 
horses in various attitudes, together with a skirmish 
between a mounted soldier and a group of men on foot. 
Signor de Tiyoli not only prints the text with all its ortho- 
graphical confusions, lAtbreviations* and alterations; but he 
also adds what he modestly terms a restoration of the 
sonnet. Of this restoration I have made the subjoined 
veraion in rhjrme, though I frankly admit that the difficul- 
ties of the text, as given in the t^nagh by Signor de Tivoli, 
seem to me insuperable, and tliat his readings, though 
ingenious, cannot in my opinion be accepted as absolutely 
ceruin. He himself describes the MS. as a palimpsest, 
deliberately defaced by Michael Angelo, from which the 
words originally written have to be recovered in many 
cases by a process of conjecture. That the style of the 
restoration is thoroughly Michael Angelesque, will be 
admitted by all students of Signor Guasti's editioiL The 
only word I felt inclined to quesoon, is dtmnw in kne 13, 
where I should have expected dffwia. But I am informed 
that about this word there is no doubt The sonnet itself 
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nnki tmmg tlie lets interastlnc and the least finUied 
compoeitione off ibm poet's old age. 

Thrioe blest was I what ttine thy pieidng dart 
1 oottld withstand and conqaer hi days past : 
But now my breast with grief is overcast; 
Agahist my will I weep, and soff er smart. 

And if those shafts, aimed with so fierce an art. 
The mark of my frail bosom over-passed. 
Now canst tlioo take revenge with blows at last 
From those fair eyes which most consome my heart 

O Love, how many a net, how many a snare 

Shons tlurough long years the bird by fate malign, 
Only at last to die more piteoosly! 

Thus love hath let me nm as free as air, 

IiSdift, tlirottgh many a ]rear, to make me pine 
In sad old age, and a wone death to die. 



IL 



The following translations of a madrigal, a qnatrain, and 
a stanxa by Michael Angelo, may be worth insertion here 
for the additional light they throw upon some of the pre- 
ceding sonnets ^e^iedally upon Sonnets I. and II. and 
Sonnet LXV.-LXXVII. In my vereion of the stansa I 
have followed Midielangelo tlie jroonger's readings. 

DIALOGUE OF FLORENCE AND HER EXILES. 

Per molti, donna. 

' Lady, for Joy off loven nmnberless 
Thon wast created fair as angels are. 
Snre God hath fallen asleep in heaven afar, 
When one man calls tlie bUss of many his! 
Give back to streaming eyes 
The daylight of thy face that seems to shon 
Those who mnst live defrauded of their bliss!' 
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' V« not yovr pure desire with tears sad dghs: 
For he who robs yoa of my lifl^t, liath none. 
Dwelling in fear, sin hath no happiness; 
Since amid those ^lAo lore, their joy is less, 
Whose great desire great i^ty still curtails, 
Than theirs who, poor, have hope that never fails.' 

THE SPEECH OF MIGHT. 

Caro vafhl sonno. 

Sweet is my sleep, but more to be mere stone. 
So long as ruin and (fishonour reign; 
To bear nought, to feel nought, is my great gain ; 
Then wake me not, speak in an undertone! 

LAMENT FOR LIFE WASTED. 

OUm^ohhn&l 

Ah met Ah met whene'er I think 

Of my past years, I find that none 

Among those many years, alas, was mine ; 

False hopes and longings vain have made me pine, 

With tears, sighs, passions, fires, upon life's brink. 

Of morul loves I have known every one. 

Full well 1 feel it now; lost and undone. 

From truth and goodness banished far away, 

I dwindle day by day. 

Longer the shade, more short the sunbeams grow; 

While I am near to falUng, faint and low. 

FINIS. 
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